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Born of an absent father and a well-meaning (but perpetually arseholed) mother. 
Truanted her way through junior school, flunked spectacularly out of high school, 
bypassed college completely and went straight into the Army Tank Corps. 
Excelled in Martial Arts, Urban Warfare, Advanced Driving, Chess, Backgammon 
and Risk. Assigned her first tank at age twenty-two - stole it at age twenty- 
three. Still hunted by the army with a four million-dollar bounty on her head 
(“the most expensive chocolate bar I’ve ever seen” - Booga). 


A born leader (when she can find anyone 
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THE VIRGIN, WINO-SWEPT DUST OF THE OUTBACK SPREAD OUT BEFORE US LIKE AN 
INFINITE CARPET OF SNUFF. THE FAR AWAY HORIZON SHIMMERED INOISTINCTLY 
THROUGH THE MID-DAY HEAT HAZE. AND THE ONLY SOUND TO BE HEARD WAS THE 

LOW HUM OF MY RECENTLY TUNED ENGINE, PROPELLING US EVER FORWARD TO OUR 
INEVITABLE DESTINY. 

ORIVING IN THAT KIND OF TERRAIN IS INCREDIBLY EASY; USUALLY THERE'S 
NOTHING IN THE WAY FOR DOZENS OF MILES, SO AS LONG AS YOU SET THE STEERING 
IN THE RIGHT DIRECTION TO START WITH, YOU CAN KICK BACK AND LET YOUR TANK 
FINO ITS OWN WAY THERE. 

THAT PARTICULAR DAY THE TANK CREW COMPRISED OF JUST ME AND MY 
DEMENTOID FRIEND BARNEY. BOOGA (MY MARSUPIAL HUBBY) AND JET GIRL, 
ANOTHER (SLIGHTLY LESS DERANGED) FRIEND, HAD FORMED AN OPPOSING TEAM 
AND WERE READY TO PIT THEMSELVES AGAINST US IN AN ARMY-MANOEUVRES- 
TYPE WAR GAME. I HAD SUSTAINED SEVERAL BULLET WOUNDS IN A RECENT FIRE 
FIGHT AND DECIDED THAT OUR TEAM PLAY WAS NOT WHAT IT USED TO BE. WE 
NEEDED TO SHARPEN OURSELVES UP BEFORE WE MADE A FATAL MISTAKE. 

OUR OBJECTIVE WAS TO TAKE JENKINS’ POST OFFICE AND GENERAL STORES BY 
FORCE AND SECURE IT AGAINST OUR OPPONENTS FOR AT LEAST TWO HOURS. 

UNFORTUNATELY MR. JENKINS HADN'T BEEN INFORMED OF OUR PLANS TO USE HIS 
HOME AND LIVELIHOOD AS TARGET PRACTICE, BUT THAT SOMEHOW ADDED TO THE 
SPORT OF THE WHOLE THING. IT LIT MYSELF A SLIM CIGAR AND FLICKED DOWN MY 
CHEAP AVIATOR SUNGLASSES. THE SURROUNDING COUNTRY APPEARED ALMOST 
MOTIONLESS AS WE ZIPPED THROUGH IT AT NINETY MILES AN HOUR. 

BY THE TIME WE REACHED JENKINS’ OUTPOST, BARNEY HAD ALREADY SLIPPED 
INTO ONE OF HER DEEP FITFUL SLEEPS; I KNEW FROM HER MEDICAL RECORDS THAT 
IT COULD BE EXTREMELY DANGEROUS TO WAKE HER FROM SUCH A STATE. SO IF I 

WAS GOING,TO WIN THE,DAY/I'D HAVE TO 00 IT ALL BY MYSELF. 

I TOOK A HOLD OF THE CONTROLS IN THE TURRET AND YANKED THE TRACKS A FEW 
QEGREES OVER.TO THE LEFT. THE POST. OFFICE WAS NOW DEAD AHEAD OF ME, 
STICKING UP ON THE LANDSCAPE LIKE A NIPPLE THAT'S BEGGING TO BE FLICKED. AS 
WE OREW CLOSER, I COULD SEE THAT BOOGA AND JET GIRL WERE ALREADY THERE; 
TWO LARGE TOURING MOTORBIKES WERE PARKED UP AGAINST THE FRONT PORCH 
ANOALL OF-THE SHUTTERS WERE PULLED DOWN: I KNEW THAT THEY WOULD BE 
REINFORCING THEIR DEFENCES WITH WHATEVER CAME TO HAND INSIDE. JET GIRL 
WOULD: PROBABLY BE STACKING TABLES AND\CHATRS AGAINST THE DOORS AND 

WINOOWS; WHILE BOOGA WOULD HAVE; MADE SOME KIND OF FOXHOLE OUT OF THE 
ICE CREAM FREEZER BY EATING ALL OF THE CONTENTS FIRST. 
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MY MILITARY MINO STARTED TO KICK IN, THOUGHTS THAT WERE 
HAMMERED INTO ME IN BASIC TRAINING ANDO ADVANCED TANK PILOTING 
JUMPED TO THE FRONT OF MY MIND, THICK AND FAST: HOW MANY 
WINDOWS ON EACH SIDE OF THE STORE? WAS THERE A BLIND SPOT? ANY 
NATURAL COVER AVAILABLE? PREVAILING WIND? COULD I ISOLATE THE 
WATER AND ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES? WAS THERE A BLINDING LOW SUN ON 
THE HORIZON? 

AFTER TEN SECONDS OF RATIONAL CONTEMPLATION, MY ALTERNATIVE 
TACTICAL LOBE TOOK OVER (THIS IS THE ONE THAT I USE TO FIGHT 

MODERN WARFARE IN A FUTURISTIC STYLE, THE ONE THAT I'D ALWAYS 

HOPED WOULD KEEP ME ONE STEP AHEAD OF THE REGULARS): HAD 

BOOGA EATEN ENOUGH FROZEN PRODUCTS TO GIVE HIMSELF AN ICE 

CREAM HEADACHE? IF 60, WHEN WOULD IT SET IN? WAS I RIGHT IN 
THINKING THAT JET GIRL HADN'T DONE AN UNDIES WASH IN TWO WEEKS 

AND THEREFORE WOULD BE WEARING THE ONLY PAIR OF PANTIES LEFT 

AVAILABLE TO HER - HER TWENTY YEAR OLD SCHOOL KNICKERS THAT 

HAD SHRUNK AND NOW FITTED HER LIKE THE WORLD'S TIGHTEST 
THONG, THUS IMPEOING HER MOVEMENTS? WOULD SHE HAVE OVER 

EXERTED HERSELF FORTIFYING THE POST OFFICE AND SAT DOWN TO 

ROLL HERSELF A REFRESHING DOOBIE? WOULD THEY HAVE GOT BORED 

WAL TING FOR US TO TURN UP AND STARTED A GAME OF NOUGHTS AND 

CROSSES? 

MY HEAD CATALOGUED ALL THE ORTHODOX AND UNORTHODOX 

BATTLE TECHNIQUES IMAGINABLE. I TOOK A STEP BACK FROM IT, 
LEAVING IT TO TRUNOLE ON ALONE. I SLIPPED A LUCKY AMERICAN 

CIGARETTE OUT OF THE PACKET AND GRIPPED IT BETWEEN MY TEETH 

WHILE I SPARKED IT UP. 

MY EYE WAS DRAWN MOMENTARILY TO A BURGER TRUCK THAT WAS 
TRAVELLING AT A RIGHT ANGLE TO US, WAY OFF IN THE DISTANCE 
BEHIND THE POST OFFICE. I WAS SURE I WAS PICKING UP THE FAINTEST 
AROMA OF FRIED EGG ROLLS. INSTINCTIVELY, AND WITHOUT ANY 
FOCUSED THOUGHT, MY HANDS SLOWLY MOVED THE STEERING AWAY 

FROM THE POST OFFICE AND TOWARDS A COLLISION COURSE WITH THE 
FAST FOOD TRUCK. 

IN A LESS THAN HALF A MINUTE I HAD STOPPED CARING ABOUT OUR 
WAR GAME. AND I WASN'T EVEN THAT BOTHERED ABOUT THE BURGER 
VAN ANYMORE. MY MINO, MY BODY AND MY SOUL HAD ALL GIVEN A 

MASSIVE SIGH ANO LET ME OFF THE HOOK. IT WAS JUST A GAME, SO WHY 
SHOULD I HAVE GIVEN A TOSS WHO WON OR LOST? I OPENED MY LIPS 

ANDO LET THE SMOKE GET SUCKED OUT OF THE SIDE OF MY MOUTH BY 
THE RUSHING WIND. 


HE 

COLLISION OID NOTHING TO SLOW US DOWN AND AS I TURNED TO SUR 
DAMAGE, I NOTICED THAT THERE WAS NO SIGN OF BOOGA OR JET GIRL Ii 

FACT THE PLACE WAS DESERTED, SAVE FOR A STARTLED OLD MAN SITTING 
COMMODE, WATCHING A FOOTBALL GAME ON THE TV ABOVE THE COUNTER. q 

WERE THE BIKES OUTSIDE A BLUFF? A SUBTERFUGE PUT THERE BY JET GIRL‘AND » 
BOOGA TO MAKE US SPUNK OUR LOAD ON OUR FIRST PASS, LEAVING US OPEN TO 
ATTACK AS WE REGROUPED AND RELOADED. 

THE COMMOTION HAD STIRRED BARNEY; HER EYES SQUINTED AGAINST THE RAYS 
OF HIGH-NOON SUNSHINE THAT WERE FINDING THEIR WAY TO THE TANKS DRIVER'S 
SEAT. SHE RAISED HER FACE AWAY FROM THE CONTROL PANEL ON WHICH IT WAS 
RESTING, HER FAVOURITE TINY, ETHNICALLY DECORATED PILLOW HAD STUCK 
ITSELF TO THE SIDE OF HER FACE WITH A BLOB OF DRIED SALIVA THAT HAD BAKED 
HARD IN THE HEAT. SHE HAD NOT WOKEN WELL, I DETECTED A CRAZINESS IN HER 
GAZE AND A TREMOR IN HER VOICE. 

"I6 IT..IS IT..." SHE QUAKED THROUGH HER ORY THROAT, “...IS IT SATURDAY?" 

“THURSDAY;" IT ANSWERED PROMPTLY; “TACTICAL MANOEUVRES. REMEMBER?” 

THAT WAS ENOUGH TO TIP HER OVER THE EDGE, SHE WENT ABSOLUTELY BALLISTIC 
DEEP DOWN WITHIN THE BOWELS OF THE TANK, I COULD HEAR HER SMASHING 
CROCKERY AND TECHNICAL EQUIPMENT. I RAISED MY FEET UP AND PROPPED THEM 
ON THE HEAVY MACHINEGUN, WITH MY BUM JUST RESTING ON THE LIP OF THE 

HATCH. 

I LOOKED UP - ONCE AGAIN, WITH MY EYE COMPLETELY OFF THE BALL, WE WERE 
ONLY A FEW METRES AWAY FROM SMACKING STRAIGHT INTO THE BURGER TRUCK. I 
PULLED A SHARP LEFT AND FOUND MYSELF DRIVING PARALLEL WITH THE OLD FORD 

VAN. THE SERVING HATCH ON THE SIDE WAS OPEN AND BOOGA WAS, STANDING 
THERE, APRON ON ANDO HOTPLATE SMOKING, STARING RIGHT AT MEMTIME PASSED 

WITHOUT MEASURE AS WE COLOLY LOCKED ONTO EACH OTHER. WITHOUT 
OROPPING HIS GAZE, BOOGA REACHED TO ONE SIDE, TOOK A ROUND BREAD ROLL 
OUT OF THE PACK, TORE IT PRECISELY DOWN THE CENTRE, SCOOPED UP A DOUBLE 
PORTION OF FRIED EGGS AND MADE THE PERFECT EGG BAR MY MOUTH WATERED; IT 
HAD BEEN TEN LONG HOURS SINCE WE'D HAD BREAKFAST. HE RAISED IT TO HIS 
scree ANDO TOOK A DAINTY BITE, THE GOLDEN YOLKS BURST.AND OOZED OUT THE 


THEN, IN A MOVEMENT SO FAST I CAN'T EVEN RECALL IF IT ACTUALLY HAPPENED 
OR NOT, HE THREW IT AT ME. THE ROLL HIT ME SQUARE IN THE FACE ANDO I LOST 

CONTROL OF THE TANK FOR A MOMENT. THE TRUCK PEELED AWAY FROM US ANO I 

CAUGHT A GLIMPSE OF JET GIRL, UP FRONT IN THE ORIVER'S SEAT, COOLLY 
CHUGGING ALONG WITH A SKINNY JOINT HANGING FROM HER LIP. 

WITHOUT ANY PROMPTING, BARNEY OPENED UP WITH CANNON. SHELLS RIPPED UP 
THE LANDSCAPE AROUND THE TRUCK, BUT NONE FOUND THEIR MARK. JET GIRL 
NAVIGATED EXPERTLY AMONGST THE EXPLOSIONS, UNTIL THE CLOUDS OF DUST 
ANO SMOKE CAUSED HER TO CRASH INTO A NEWLY FORMED CRATER. 

ZT PULLED THE TANK UP BEHIND THEM AND JUMPED DOWN, MY KNIFE DRAWN. 

BOOGA WAS STRAIGHT OUT THE BACK OF THE VAN, APRON FLAPPING IN THE WIND 
LIKE A BATTLE FLAG AND BURGER SPATULA RAISED ALOFT LIKE A SLOTTED 
BROADSWORD. I RAN AT HIM SCREAMING AND WE WENT DOWN INTO THE OITCHINA 
OUSTY BUNDLE, GRUNTING AND STRAINING, FISTS ANDO FEET FLYING. 

BARNEY POPPED OUT OF THE HATCH, THE MADNESS STILL BURNING IN HER PUPILS 
AS SHE LUNGED INTO THE CAB OF THE TRUCK AND YANKED OUT THE FLOPPY, 

WASTED JET GIRL ONTO THE GRITTY BATTLEFIELD, REPEATEDLY KICKING HER HARD 
IN THE SHINS. 

SLOWLY THE TWO FIGHTS FOUND THEIR WAY DOWN TO THE BOTTOM OF THE BOMB 
CRATER, WHERE THEY AMALGAMATED INTO ONE ANDO WE CONTINUED TO BEAT THE 
CRAP OUT OF EACH OTHER FOR ANOTHER TWO HOURS. 


PILED ON TOP OF EACH OTHER, BATTERED AND EXHAUSTED, WE NOTICED THAT JET 
GIRL WAS NOWHERE TO BE SEEN. NEITHER WAS THE BURGER TRUCK. 
WE RETRACED OUR STEPS BACK TO THE POST OFFICE AND THERE SHE WAS, SAT ON 
OLD JENKINS’ LAP, ON THE COMMODE, BOTH WATCHING FOOTBALL ON THE TV. 
ie EoORe’ DOWN ON THEM, STUNNED, “WHAT THE HELL HAPPENED TO YOU?" I 
iKED. 

“I'VE BEEN HERE FOR TWO HOURS, BEATING YOUR ARSES," SHE REPLIED, WASTED 
ANDO HAPPY; “NEVER HEARD OF THE HAIRY TORTOISE?” 

“THE HARE AND THE TORTOISE, DEAR,” CORRECTED JENKINS. 

I WAS ABOUT TO START THE FIGHT ALL OVER AGAIN WHEN I NOTICED THAT 
BOOGA‘S NOSE WAS STILL BLEEDING. THE SCARLET LOOKED SAD AS IT ORIED ON 
THE FUR OF HIS SNOUT. I LOOKED AT THE REMAINS OF THE STORE AND ITS IMPOTENT 
OWNER, LOST IN HIS SPORTS AND DAILY NEWS. 

I LOOKED AT MY GLORIOUS FRIENDS, ALL BATTERED AND DIRTY AND HAPPY, WHEN 
SUDDENLY A TREMENDOUS FEAR GRIPPED ME: 


PERHAPS WE WOULD NEVER WIN AGAIN. 


HIT THE 


SHE’S BACK! 
MORE TANKED UP, 
POTTY-MOUTHED 
AND ANARCHIC 
THAN EVER! 
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ALAN MARTIN AND ARTIST RUFUS DAYGLO. 


cir xo 


oo, THE CREAM 
TANK GIRL 


THE CREAM OF 


TANK GIRL 


HEWLETT&.MARTIN 


WWW.TITANBOOKS.COM 


Sn 
——t 
a 
—= > 
al) 
—") 
————o7 
———r 
—° 
—'"n 
— 
_——" 
i——=—==o 
nN 


